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had to write it xD 


"Shit!" Jason swore. "Stupid fucking puddle". He'd been practising his bass in his room, which had made him 
hungry. So he'd ventured into the kitchen to make a peanut butter sandwich and had trodden in a puddle by 
the sink. As he grabbed the dishcloth to mop it up, Jason realised that he had just learned two things. One: 
Don't go into the kitchen without trainers on. Two: Lars is very messy at washing up. 


Jason wiped up the puddle, then went back to his room to get a pair of dry socks. However, his chest of 
drawers was sadly, sockless. Sighing, Jason went into the bathroom to salvage a reasonably clean pair from the 


washing basket. But the basket was empty. 


"Darn, one of the guys must have put them in the wash" he muttered. "Oh well, I'll just go sockless. Its not 
cold or anything”. 


Returning to the kitchen, Jason made his sandwich and then decided to see what his band mates were up to. He 
headed down the hallway, towards the living room door. He could hear them talking and Lars' voice rising 
excitedly, though he couldn't make out what had been said. 

"Hey guys" Jason called out, opening the door. "What's up?" Kirk was hiding behind the settee, Lars was crawling 
under the coffee table and James was flinging cushions across the room. Jason wasn't sure if they were drunk 


or playing hide and seek. 


James caught sight of Jason, stared at him for a minute, then raced across the room. He stood in the 


doorway, barring Jason from entering. 

"Sorry Jase, ya can't come in like that" he said. 

"Uh, like what?" Jason said, nonplussed. 

"With no shoes or fucking socks on’ said James, pointing to Jason's bare feet. 

Jason blinked, feeling the hurt wash over him. "I've showered this morning" he insisted. Were his band mates so 
awful to him that now they were going to exclude him on the grounds of none existent personal hygiene 
problems? 


‘Its not that" said James. He put an arm around Jason's shoulders and leaned in close. 


"Lars was building a tower out of Lego and the dog knocked over the container. We've lost a fucking Lego 


brick!" 


